S12                 SUNSHINE  AND   DUST
At the duomo the Spanish Marchese di Marigno "had
Mass of the Holy spirit solemnly sung, but the choristers br
down in sobs and tears, and the lamentations of the pec
drowned the music."
Sunset was now of rosy, fluffy clouds, floating on blue;
piazza was in delicate shadow. . . . The cabs had every c
gone; and when we went out, an old beggar-woman grow
at us! She was a flossy old woman, very clean, all in g
peasant rig and with a fine, red-and-yellow chair to sit c
she had established herself by the beautiful primrose marl
of the gateway and rose, holding out a tin cup and glari
. . . We didn't like her, she looked so well-off, and so cro
she was evidently a pampered old creature, with a monopc
of these precincts for begging, . . . All against modern Ital
ideas, said we. Curse away, dearie! and walked off, followi
by louder growls.
It will take more than Mussolini to subdue that old woma
Centuries of defiance lay behind her, and those frownii
brows are legitimate. . . .
We walked on homeward, looking with respect in the fac
of citizens whom we met. The ladies of the nobility can sti
be seen, the spinsters told us, in their boxes at Siena's theate
elegantly gowned and staring very haughtily at each other-
remnant of the old hostility, perhaps. . . . Well! I though
ladies of Siena, if you are descended from heroines like thos
of the siege, you can be haughty forevermore; you have
right to be ... and as for the dash and spirit of Siena1
crowd, Babs and I were experiencing that every day.
No one, however, was in the center of town; and at th
Via Sallustio Bandini we found that an angelic signora ha<
already moved us to the other room . . . whence magics wen
on; where vineyards sloped to the city's wall, and the country
side in its spring colors stretched away; where cloud-shadow:
forever flitted over the Monte del Chianti and the Apen
nines. . . .
And now sunset was upon it all. We looked down at Count's
terrace, with its loggia at each end; of lichened gray stone,